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" But suppose I don't choose to give myself to you ? **
Marie tried in vain to elude Hobbs's caresses.
" Then you'd be a damned little fool, and you wouldn't
get any more work from me. But you're not a damned
little fool, but a dear, sweet, sensible, little girl, who likes
to be made a fuss of. Only let me see the veil go up and
I'll come round to your place with a new contract ready
for you to sign. I can put it through in a couple of
days, and I'll give you work in our halls on the south side
of the river. You won't meet Longford there, for he
never goes to the Lambeth and Brixton Stars. I live over
there, Kennington way, and I know of some cosy digs
you can get, quite near me."
Before Marie had framed a reply, Hobbs continued,
" What about a little bit on account, eh ? "
Marie shook her head. Though death for herself
and her baby were the alternative, she determined never
to yield. She regarded her body as a shrine, to be kept
free from all impurities that might defile the child
within.
Hobbs's small stock of patience was nearly at an end.
However, gourmand, rather than gourmet, though he
was, where women were concerned, he resolved to make
one more attempt to persuade Marie to respond to his
solicitations, for he reflected that she must be uniquely
satisfying to have held Longford's itinerant affections in
thrall for nearly two years.
" Are you frightened of Longford ? " Hobbs queried.
** He won't interfere with you, darling, you're free, free
as air to belong to me." The thought of possessing
Marie drove Hobbs to the verge of madness and there
was a break in his voice, as he murmured excitedly,
"Sweetheart," and endeavoured to draw her into a
tecumbent position. His efforts were vain. In the
struggle that ensued, Hobbs lost his balance and fell
from the divan, his head violently striking the floot.
Marie jumped up, rushed to the window and threw it